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cut it in half, and handed one half to me.   It had a

warm, salty taste, and was delicious to eat, washed

down with sweet tea.
Although he had tied a cord about her two front legs,

his camel had wandered away in search of better grass

farther on.   He chased her, shouting angrily, and when

at last he caught up, beat her heavily.

I climbed stiffly into the saddle, Ashwa jerked to her

feet with a grunt, and we set off again to the north
towards the mountains of Tuweiyil Shihaq. The hot,
flat desert was now covered with swarms of black, shiny
locusts three inches long. Their dry wings and desic-
cated bodies made a nasty rustling noise as they crawled
and hopped about the sandy bushes.

We passed the swarm. The sun blazed brightly over
the desert from a cloudless sky. A gentle, fresh wind
fanned our faces. It was a great thing to be alive in
the freedom of the desert. We urged our camels into
a trot, and Auda burst into song. His chant had no
words, no end and no beginning. It was a phrase
repeated over and over again with slight variations in
rhythm. I took it down thus:
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By the evening I had forgotten my joy at the open-
ness of the desert and the peace, for I was horribly sore.
Each step Ashwa took was a new pain. In the distance
we saw four hyenas lolloping away towards the moun-
tains. At last we came upon a low, black goat-hair
tent. Standing outside was a wizened woman with a
blue tattooed chin and a black veil tied round her head.
She wore a black smock roughly stitched with thick red